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been fought. One day she'd driven her to Point Pleasant , a factory town
on the Ohio River, and made her read the black-and-white marker which
explained the strategic importance of the town. That was the kind of
history Jean Ann liked-the kind that happened a long time ago so
that nobody really cared anymore . Jean Ann's excursions into the
impersonal past always left Ellen longing for something specific,
detailed, and complete .
Ellen had put off going to the bathroom for as long as she could.
"Bodie," she said. "Bodie ." She shook him awake. ''I'm going to
the bathroom." He pulled himself up a little in his seat . "I want you
to kind of look out for me."
"Okay. "
"What time is it?"
Bodie tried to look at his wristwatch through his sleep. He held it
up to his ear. "My watch has stopped."
·
"Well, if I'm not back in fifteen minutes, you'd better come for
me.''
''Okay.''
Ellen looked back when she got to the other end of the car. Bodie
had slid back down in his seat. She couldn't find a toilet on their car ,
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so she went through two sets of sliding doors into the next car. She
moved slowly toward the back of the train , being careful to not let any
hands touch her. No toilet. Next car . The space between cars was short
but seemed like a long time .
Ellen's feet were swollen, the way Jean Ann 's feet used to be when
she came home from the beauty shop in the evenings. Ellen remembered
that her mother used to soak her feet in saltwater.
The hand of an unconscious passenger brushed her leg. The space
between cars seemed like nothing in this world or any other. Maybe
she should have gone the other way, toward the front of the train. The
space between cars were gaps through which she could fall and disappear
forever. Somewhere at the end of the long tunnel of sleepers she would
find something she had lost.
"No, no," she told herself. "Don't let yourself think about it."
But she felt it. Something pushing its way toward her from the back
of the train , traveling through the canal of its mother. Moving through
the night train, the memory hit her like a blast of air:
The long run from her father's bedroom, down the long hallway ,
down the stairs toward the kitchen andJean Ann. "Mommy, he won't
get up, his arm is cold." Yes, she had touched it! She had touched
it and known something. Not death, but something. An absence. A
coldness. And Jean Ann had just looked down at her and sang. ''That's
the way love go-wo-woes." Sang it.
This piece of her history met Ellen on the train, and her fingers
worked to form the words but there was nothing to capture the memory
with. It passed over her and rushed through the train, settling over the
sleepers, becoming part of their dreams.
Ellen stood still. At the end of the car, a black man stirred and
turned his face to the aisle. In the faint light , one eye opened. The
roundness of it, the complete whiteness of the eye, whirred into Ellen's
mind. Feeling her way back through the cars, she held the image away
from her with the palms of her hands . Bodie was asleep, and her bladder
was full. The dark dreamers fed on her memory.
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